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RICHARD PHILLIPS, Eſq. 


SIX, 


BMG well acquainted with your princi- 
ples, I know that you deteſt flattery; but in 
the commerce eſtabliſhed between man and 
man, it is abſolutely neceſſary we ſhould be 
ſincere. Were you not exemplary, I would 
not be thus troubleſome. Should the fol- 
lowing pages have the power to diſpel your 
mental gloom, for the beſt muſt be occa- 
ſionally penſive, I ſhall not think my time 
was exerciſed in vain. 


I am, Sir, 
With infinite reſpect, 
Your oblfged friend, 
ANTHONY PASQUIN. 
Barn, Dec. 20th, 1789. 
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MY CONFESSIONS 
TO AND QF 


THE REVIEWERS. 


VarLETS, 


As 1 bn that even the ſuggeſtions of Policy 
cannot bridle your intemperate reſentment, and 
that you are determined fyſtematically to abuſe 
every Poem I acknowledge, I hold it incumbent 
on my part to difcloſe to the public the origin of 
your ridiculous malevolence. 


When I publiſhed anonymouſly the fin part of 
the CruitortN of Tuzsris, it created fome 
anxiety in the literary world to know who was the 
Author. The fale was uncommon—the praiſe 
was univerſal, and among my greateſt flatterers 
were the candid Editors of the Monthly and Critical 
Reviews. 


In 


[8.3 

In one of the future republications, I wag 
thought ſo PERSONALLY ſevere, that various 
actions were commenced againſt my Printer and 
Publiſhers, for - compoſing and vending. ſuppoſed 
libels; while others, more ferocious, threatened 
them with corporal puniſhment. 'To reſcue my 
innocent friends from ſuch a variety of evils, I 
inſtantly avowed myſelf as the Author; and in 
that ayowal treated the praiſes of the Reviewers 
with that marked contempt which I thought due 
to men who applaud or decry from the meaneſt 
motives, and who affected to give me a ſupport, 
which I know from their practices to be diſhonour- 
able, and to men of genius unneceſſary. 


It was then, and not till then, that they began to 
queſtion my poetical omnipotence; wounded to 
the quick, they aroſe with one common reſolution 
to overwhelm me with their revenge. Every baſe 
method has been adopted to make me a ſacrifice 
to their offended dignity ;—their irritation abſorbed 
their fear of conſequences, and they now have the 
daring - tergiverſation to call that Satire dull, (in 
the ſame periodical work) which .they have here- 
tofore celebrated as eminently poignant and witty. 


- 


Should 
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Should their ungenerous labours ever awaken 
anger in my boſom, I will aſſert the rights of truth, 
and hurl ſuch impoſtors from the ſeat of judg- 


ment, 


In my ſhort paſſage through life, I have had 
many ſucceſsful conflicts with Inavery; and I truſt 
the Gods will be equally favourable when I deign 
to caſtigate corruptible bleckheads. | 


6-1 If there are among ye who imagine I wrote this 
b with a view of rivalling Mr. AnsTY as a poet, 
4 ye know not the points of my ambition, 
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THE NEW BATH GUIDE. 


LETTER” I. 


— 


Hon zen Pzzar, Eſq; to Bon Cx Ass 1c, at 
Oxford. 


A Deſcxpton of Barn, and its principal Buildings, as they 
appear on entering the Suburbs from London Reflections 
on the modern Improvements in Architecture — The Man's 

Twenty Reaſdas, a Tale. 


Tno fatipn*d, dull, unnerv'd, and opprefs'd with un 
In that drowſy hiatus tuixt dinner and tea, | 
I have ra*cn up the pen to comply with your wiſhes, 
And depict gay BaTnox1A, and all her queer fiſhes ; 
From the neat Youx Hort, where Pre ix d my head 
| quarters, } 

I intend to pay court to Myxrmosyne's Abe 
And Report {for once right) made this juſt obſervation, 
That the Houſe and the Hof are both worth—imitration. , 


—— —— * — 
— 
— — ä 
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Bot all I can ſay on the ſubject at preſent 


IS— hat the coup d'æil is exceſſively pleaſant : 


Such Parades, ſuch vaſt circles, ſuch rivers, ſuch bridges, 


Such valleys, ſuch woods, ſuch brown uplands, ſuch ridges; 


Such heights, ſuch facades, ſuch big titles, ſach buildings, 
Such quarries tormented, ſach groves, and ſuch gildings; 

In ſhort, ſuch a maſs as in haſte won't be found, 

Tho? Perception ſhould wander the world's motley round. 


I faw a huge pile to the right made me ſtare, 
Reſembling a myriad of —Ca/les in Air 
Where all the fe orders are cut into pieces, 
To humour thoſe dolts who take mountains on leaſes { 
There pedeſtals Tuſcan, and Doric volutes, 


Mix with Compoſite plinths, as the object belt ſuits 5 


And rank is revers'd, like a magical prayer, 

For the young tops the old—a Ja militaire / 
There PaLLap1o hangs like a fav'rite diſprac'd, 
And poor ancient Symmetry's murder'd by Taſte. 


It commands ſuch a view of the Town, 'tis amazing : 


What a ſcene for a Claude, what a place for ſtar-gazing ! 
I marvel that NN], or HapLey, or FLAMSTEAD, - 
Ne'er thought of ſuch wonders or here or at Hamſtead, 
Some aver it was built for the mad and the proud, 
Becauſe half the atticks are loſt in a cloud : 

*Twouid be awful to look from ſo lofty a place, 

If volumes of ſmoke did not fill up the ſpace, 

Which extends from the terrace which labourers ſhew, 
To the valleys, at leaſt—ſifte N N 


1 — 
.. «a 


„ ͤ WI 
The Committee of Baru, that the ſick mayn't forſake 


her, 


Are pulling down Hovels and Inns by the acre; 


Like Etna's eruptions the ſtones tumble round us: 


That Eolian guſts may be free to confound us: 


But they make frangers pay the expence of theſe beauties, 


By doubling the taxes of travelling duties: 


To be ſure this is lind, and would yet ſeem much kinder, 
Were it poſſible Faſhion's poor oafs could be blinder. 


Your Letter, dear Bos, came fix hours before me, 
In which for the ſcandal of Bar you implore me: 
Perhaps you'll be fretful to tarry without it 
I was going to ſay—I've heard nothing about it : 
And the cauſe is, I know not or ſpinſter or male, 
But I'll ſend, if I can, my excuſe in a Tale. 


The Man's Twenty Reaſons for not doing as he 
was deſired. 


7” YOM 


When Carolus Secundus, and his ſuite 
Of Barons, Baronets, and Knights to boot : 
With Lords and Lacqueys old and young, 
Paſa d through ſome little corporated place, 
T was keen obſery'd by BucxixGaan's wild Grace 


The Bells had not been rung. 
Touch'd 


61 


Tonch'd by the ſentiment his minion ſpoke, 

Voluptuous CHarLEs, who lov'd a joke. 

With ſeeming anger call'd the Mayor before him, 
And thus began to bore him : 

What is the regſon, ſaid the merry King, 
When I am preſent, that no bellmen ring? / 
Aye, by my ſceptre, friend, you well may ſtare :'— 1 
« L' give you TWENTY REASONS,” ſaid the Mayor, 4 

« If I my mind may tell free: I 
“ But rwe have no bells within the belfry.” — 
© I need no other reaſons, you're ſo wiſe, 
Exclaim'd the King, with high-wrought mirth inſpir'd, 
Shaking his ſides, he wip'd his tear-full eyes: 
The Courtiers titter d, and the Mayor retir'd. 
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HORACE PEERY. 


Yorx HoTer, Barz, 1789. > 


E 


* 


er . 


HorAcE Pezzy, Eſa; to BoB . at 
Oxford. 


Moralizing on the Obligations of our Nature — The Deception 
ariſing from Warm Rupeciatione—Deferigtion of a ſingular 


DREAM. 


% Oh! weariſome condition of humanity, 
« Born to one law, and to another bound: 
« Vainly begotten, yet forbidden vanity, 
« Created fick—commanded to be ſound. 


— 


. ſang Six Furx N GaVII II- and 5 
moſt truly, 
Tho? his retrograde Farru call'd his RxASON unruly. 


I was knit (as they tell me) for excellent ends, 
Tho' the future and I have not yet been good friends; 
And thrown on this planet of woe nine months after, 
The inmate of Guilt, and the ſubje& of Laughter : 
Where, from infantine rey'llings to blithe juvenility, 
To keep myſelf ſafe employ'd all my agility ; 
When the Tempeſts of life aſſail Meekneſs td kill her, 
Like an atom, I'm blown from a poſt to a pillar; 
3 And 


En 
And I ſurely had ſunk the fell victim of Sorrow, 
Had not Hope's brilliant pencil pourtray d ſweet To- Marrow, 
But that morrow, like many a fraud in ſociety, 
Fled my mental embraces as Peace flies Impiety : 
Or could I receive her as Hope's promis'd pattern, 
She came, like a Beauty beſmear*d as a ſlattern. 
Yet ſtrange as this wond'rous hypotheſis ſeems, 
E adore the falſe nymph, tho” ſhe cheat me with dreams.— 
Of dreams apropos, for I lately have had one, 
Which perhaps ScoT1a's elders would ſolve as a bad one: 
Methought I ſaw ERROR, array'd as a. Spider / 
Whoſe circles progreſſive ſpread wider and wider 
With no barrier to ſtop the wild progreſs of Action, 

"Tho? every fibre ſeem'd touch'd by Attraction: 
Thus the mighty Ax acnne tremendouſly _— 
While. Rv1x and Scorn the frail fabrick ſuſtain'd 

Round her lime-frau ght domain both the wonkles and wiſe 
Curvetted and {warm'd like raſh—overgrown flies! 
And ſome, who perchance flew too cloſe to the ſnare, 
Were caught, like weak Martyrs, and poiz'd in the air; 
Each ſkain of the web was oppreſs d with a hundred, 

Who had run after Fame, but in running had blunder'd : 

On this hung a row of wild Mathematicians; 

On the next gaſp'd a ſynod of Metaphyſicians ; 

On the third, Epicurean dull humaniz'd beaſts ; | 

On the ſourth, a vaſt herd of polemical Prieſts : ' 

And ſo thick and remote their baſe bodies extended, 

That the dolts to the fight ſeem'd with vacuum blended. 


Bur 
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But think not, dear Bos, that this apt viſitation 
Left nought on my Judgment for man's reformation : 
For this leſſon I drew from the ideal ſpinner, 
That the end of the Provv's to give—Reptiles a dinner! 
Who buzz, ſinge their pinions at Novelty's fire, 
Taint che viands of Truth, become blind, and expire. 


Tho? I know you're no Daniel at clearing a myſtery, 
'There are, from this viſion, would make out a hiſtory ; 
As I've read in old writ that the Deities deign 
To reveal unborn deeds by the ſports of the brain: 

Get ſome of the Sor us to interpret its meaning, 
As the fruit of the ſoil may be well worth the gleaning : 
For eben we, ſo the children of Obloquy tell us, 
Hare College-bred Dreamers who're comical FziLows! 


HORACE PEERY, 


Yorx Hort, Barn, 1789. 


(20) 
"LETTER m. 


Honk Ack Pzrry, Eſq; to Bos CLAss tic, 2t 
Oxford. 


4 CORPORATION DINNER 


Taz People of Barn, eber fince Qu in's halcyon days, 
On the Haunch and the Dory beſtow ample praiſe, 
And expend a. great part of the Denizens' treaſure, 
In eating, which they think Life's primary pleaſure» * 
Beiog known to the Mayor thro? a diſtant relation, 
I was preſt hard to dine with the whole Corporation : | 
As dinner was order'd preciſely at three, 
I reach'd the Town-Hall with their time to agree, 
Where I found the gourmands all prepar'd cap-a- pee. 
In the room tres magnifigue—an elegant building ! 
Was a head of Minerva invelop'd by gilding : 
The ſprigs of wirts ſay *twas done in a freak 
By a worthy old magiſtrate—one MasTzx Leaxe, 
Who loy'd ſimple Truth, and abborr'd the antique. 
But 


- E WT 


But eſpecially her who taught Greciaps their letters, | 
And made low Plebeians as wiſe as—their betters. << 
When Hunger had whetted my ſtomach's deſires, 
I took my ſeax next to ſome, Somerſer "Squires: 
| When Atpzaman Srus (with two cheeks like two 
— coding, | 
Who reſembles Ouv S r urin the provoſt of Maudlin's, 
Tho? in naſal proportions the Cit 's ſomewhat coarſer) 
Politely inſiſted I'd ſwallow a forcer / 
His intentions at firſt 1 could not comprehend, 
But he ſoon put my doubts and my fears at an end, 
By calling a waiter, who ſtood by juſt handy, 
To bring from the ſide- board a bumper of Brandy. 
The Gueſts all expeQant, by this time near frantic, 
Lock d like half. famiſh'd Sharks in the foaming Atlantic: 
Three fourths had tu en doſes to aid Nature's Pow r, 
And each view'd his watch, and thought minutes were hours: 
Where the Devil's the Dinner?” claim d one at the top 
Where the Devil's the Dinner?” bawl'd Auvzzman Sor. 
At length the long-wiſh'd-for bleſt conſequence. came, 
Andthe Cook op'd the door with his face in a flame, 
Follow'd cloſe by ſome dozens, who each bore a diſh, 
Encumber'd with Poultry, with Fleſh, or with Fiſh. f 
We were all ſo cloſe hemm'd, ſcarce an earthquake could 


rout us: 
And Soups and Surloins ſmoak'd abundant about us: 
Now 


More Bread — bring ſome Porter you dog, where's 


A morſcl of Meal — ſblood the Sherry is ſour.” —— 


( 22 = 

Now each ſeiz d his prey ere the Cook could uncover, 
And the Chaplain ſaid grace — with his fork in a Plover. 
I fat harrow'd with thought when I ſaw them begin, 
And exclaim'd, Heaven help us if eating's a ſin ! 

For all went to labour, like Maſons at Babel, 

And Confuſion burſt ſorward and govern'd the table: 
Three fourths had aſſembled at gaunt Famine's call, 
And *twas each for himſelf, and the Lord for us all: 
Here Waiter, you Waiter—come, none of your ſneers— 
&« I have bawl'd my throat fore, —ſure the ſcoundrel h's 


&« no ears?“ 


« the Muſtard ?” 
« A wing of that Duck—more Lewveret—ſome Cuſtard !“ 
Why all the fat's gone from the Turtle—here's manners!” 
« Zounds! the geeſe are as tough as the hides of old 
« tanners.” | 
« A Bottle of Wind there, for J and my Friend here.“ 
This Feaſt is not worth half the time that we fpend 
„ here.”— | 
« Neighbour Syx1661xns—I challenge your glaſs Hob-a- 
| 4 Nob.”— 
Where the Devil's the Ven ſon ?—this Dinners a job.” 
« More Pepper — a lice of that Haunch where the reſt cut— 
« You Villain? the Gravy has ſpoil'd my new waiſtcoat.” 
I've been roaring for that Spaniſh Hingun this hour.“ 


Thus 


round: 


wine. 


( 28: ) 
Thus Anarchy's claims became broader and broader, 
Till a voice from the chair thunder*d—* Gentlemen, Order! 
Now ſilence prevail'd, and the Monſter was tam d, 
Till—« all charge your Glaſſes” was loudly proclaim'd— 
Then Bottles and Bowls went in quick circulation, 
Full of liquor, that threaten'd a ſmall inundation : 
Often three hands at once grappled hard a decanter, 
For Thirſt conquer'd Mirth, and een Wit would not banter. 
Here's the King ? roar'd the Mayor with a ſonorous ſound, 
Here's the King!” echoed all the queer Banqueters 


And to prime us with ſpirits before we ſat down, 
We all gave a bumper to one Misrxkss Brown. 
Some growl'd this was doing the buſineſs too quickly, 
But the few that demurr'd were or ſtupid or ſickly : 
And a Codger obſerv'd he was happy to dine, 
When the Mayor knew his cue—for the Mayor deals in 


% 


All the noiſe we had paſt, was yet 2 to what fol- 
low'd, 

Some grumbled —ſome curſt, and ſome belch' d, and ſome 
halloo'd; 

I ſhall never forget when the Paſtry came in, 

What a vehement ſhout—what a ſenſe-ſtunning din ! 

The Cook had ſcarce plac'd the firſt Pye as Cooks muſt, 
Before ſeven knives were {tuck deep in the cruſt : 


While 
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While others, ſore gelb that their neighbours had eie d 
em: 

Pick'd the juice from the edge with their fogers, and 
lick'd *em : 

But an old ſurly Cie, to accompliſh his #2" 

Spread his wide broadcloth ſleeves o'er the hot ſmoking 
diſhes : © . 

Then ſtrove to impreſs them with Decency's rule, 

By the ſubſequent Tale,——and the Cit was no fool. 


CHRISTIAN ADMONITION. 


8: F54:b.. 


WHEN bulwark-rending Winds in ſtern Norember 
Diſturb'd the boſom of the briny ocean, 

A circumſtance. occurr'd, I well remember, 
Which put my doubts of Prieſtly Zeal in motion. 


*T'was on the Corniſh coaſt, 
Where Famine ſeldom finds a tender hoſt ; 
While a huge Vicar was all-furious ranting, 
And on the attributes of Heav'n deſcanting, 
A Man, half breathleſs, ran into the Church, 
And bawPd—a Ship was driven on the ſhore ! — 
The congregation rais'd a hideous roar, 


And roſe to leave the Parſon in the lurch. 


0-2 Ho 
Stop! ray'd the Prieſt, I have a word to fay—_ 
Before you run and pounce upon your prey, 
Let me, I charge ye, utter à ſhort prayer: 
But firſt I muſt come down, my Chriſtian chickens 
Report, my brethren, ſays, we've got a wreck, ; 
From whence you all expect ſome pretty pickings : 
As that's the caſe, let no one break his nec 
Nell all flart fair. —— — 


LETTER 
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LETTER IV. 


Maj Jon GENERAI. Fin zA AU, to CoLONEL 
CARBUNCLE, at the Horſe-Guards. 


STMPTOMS of the GOUT. 


Arrer joſtlings and rumblings—thank Heaven, all 
| fall 
I am neſtled in De Arn's Axri-CHAuRREx at laſt. 
Thus far I've obey'd the Licentiate Bolus, 
Who when every thing got to the worſt, 
To avoid being curſt, 


Sem Hope and me here to—conſole us. 
Bat Phyſicians can finger his treaſure, 


And uſe &en Achilles at pleaſure ; 


For when they have drugg'd him as thin as a lath, 


To keep up a ſemblance of ſkill, 
- Againſt the Patient's, will 
They fend the Dolt to Barn! 
Tis a ſhame, my good friend, which I'm 15 you muſt 


own, 


That, Diſeaſe 


not let an old Soldier alone, 
Ts 


3 
To deſcend to the Grave, his forefathers? abode, 
But Anguiſh muſt goad him a- down the ſteep road. — _ 
As frail Nature's decay d to know what has ſhock'd her, 
I have ſent honeſt Dick for an eminent Doctor: 
His name is DeaTHFIL1Us, he'll tell what the fact is, 
He's a man of vaſt parts, with abundance of practice: 
By the Lord, here he is, —I mult lay down the pen, — 
When he's gone I'll begin my fick minutes agen. 


Your ſervant, good Sir !—prithee D1cx, hand a chair — 
See I'm flannel d all o'er, not a bit of me's bare: 
Could my Wife leave her Tomb, by my faith I ſhould 

fright her, ; 
No Mummy of Egypt was ever bound tighter ;— | 
And behold theſe damn'd cradles I wear ſtead of ſhoes, - 
All ſlaſh'd here and there to impriſon my toes. 
Ah! zounds—there's another of thoſe helliſh twitches ! 
Oh ! that Pain could be drumm'd from the body by riches ! 
I'd ſpend my laſt Guinea with fingular rapture, 
And in Life's happy Volume begin a new Chapter. 


By the corſlet of Mars I don't know what can ail me, 
But my vigour, my limbs, and my appetite fail me: 
My feet are both crippled, I can't ſtand upright 
Without theſe thick crutches——T'm loſing my ſight. 
Oh! don't touch that part, there the Fiends make moſt 
' Tavage, 5 | 
*Tis as ſore as the ſcull of a newly ſcalp'd Savage: 
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v as dry s a ſpunge, and could drink up a river, 


All my joints are as hot as Silenus's Liver :— 
3 wiſh that Greek Zeno d eſtabliſh'd a College, 
To reach us good fellows ſome practical knowledge; 
* 2 we all, when ewe pleat d, might get rid of our feeling, 
Aud not with. curſt cramps thro? creation be reeling, 


I Now PII ſhew you a fight that would make Bruno talk, — 

8 Bekold my big knuckles !—thefe lumps are all chalk ; 

| On. my honour tis true I could now keep a ſcore 

| On a ſlate in a Bar, or behind the room door. 

E you find ont the cauſe of theſe evils, and cure me, 

F will male you a Man, or my Glory abjure me. 

On this the prodigious Phyſician, 

To inveſtigate right my condition; 

With finger and thumb preſt his chin, 

And appenr'd to retire within: 

His cheeks grew more round, tho” intent was his ſtare, 

Like a bladder when filling with air; 

Fill the judgment becoming mature, 

His action was fure : 
Then with no ſmall aſſumption of medical fuls, 
Began thus 
« Your pulſe is at ninety—aye, ſomething is wrong; 
Let me handle your foot—if you pleaſe, ſhew your 
>> tongue— 

* F wiſh from my ſoul that your blood beat more flow— 

Hou are you. for motions ?” I told him—ſo, fo. — 
Upon 


: 1 wo 3 
Upon this old Dr Arrius, with evident pride, — 
And cane to his noſtril, moſt vehement cried : 

« Ah! a la bonheur, I have found your caſe out 
III be ſhot if all theſe are not SymyTons of Gour 117 


A 


As I know, friend Canponcts, 


You're pinch'd by your Uncle, 
And ſometimes tormented with chronick complainings ; 
To fave your profeſſional gainings, | 


And preſerve your lank purſe from the loſs of a fee, 
I've inclos'd you the recipe Garten gave me. 
CATHART1ICUM. 
Gummi gambogia, ſacchari purifath, 
Mercurii dulcis ſublimati, 
(All theſe clean the guts and new tune em.) 
Then next you muſt mix, tho? their rage will confine us, 
Radicis jalapii plus aut minns. 
There, you varlet, 's a gift your abdomen will rinſe, 
And the Doctor affirms tis a doſe for a Prince. 


TRE HECTOR FIREBRAND. 
Barx, 1789. 
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I pray don't forget to tell CHaxLoTTE at Bxooxts's, 
That I'm quite a new man, ſo much alter'd my look 47. 
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LETTER V. 


Honk Ack PERRY, Eſq; to Bos CLAssIC, af 
Oxford. 


An Apology for Travelling The Complexion of the Company - 
—A Family Piece, 


i You alk me the cauſe, my friend Bos, for that flurry, 
| Which continual keeps the big world in a hurry : 

|| We've a nervous impatience —a wiſh to be going, 

; | Makes us hate what we do, tho? we toil'd to be doing: 

| It is this wretched impulſe our labours to lighten, 

Goads the weary to TuxnzrxiDGeE—from TunzrIDGE to 
| 


BRIGHT 
From thence to SourHAMr TON ſo ad infinitum— 
In the hope what they never have ſeen will delight em. 


— on 


Here I am almoſt deafen'd with Faſhion's rude jars, 
And ſurrounded, like Phœbus, with Planets and Stars: 
E*en MaceHaraot's fierce eye gilds a kindred wrinkle, 
But tho? ſome blaze inordinate, others ſcarce — cinlle. 
For Barn, like the Firmament, ſpacious and fine, | 
Poſſeſſes no- body but ſometimes will ſhine ! 


— _ - 
— — 
— — . — "4 


— — - _ - 
2 - * - * . " 

= - — rh ee AO ere 
* — UUU— ——— — 


— — 
_ 
— — 


_ — 
- — 
— — 


Here 


| 5 

18 0 
Here Parſons by droves, all elate, haſten down, | 

To partake of the joys of this health-giving Town: 
And to come neither Judges nor Barriſters fail, 
To catch Pleaſure flying, and ſeize her entail : 
Then who, ſay, ſhonld marvel at Bar n's matchleſs glory, 
When they've Law and the Goſpel on every ſtory ? 


As I heard he was here, I have ſeen my old Tutor, 
Whoſe Susan you know once conceiv'd me her ſuitor : 
I found the grave Prieſt as a Pas ros ſhould be, 
With his glaſs in his hand, and his Wife—on his knee: 
As his all-a-gog ſpinſters ſat rang'd vi- A- vis. | 
They had juſt done their Dinner —ſome Nuts were before 
'em, | 
And the Miſſes, tho? dumb, ſeem'd to threaten Decorum— 
Such ſimp' ring, ſuch perking, ſuch airs they had got, 
That all ſeem'd to think themſelves—what they were not— 
But the Matron's ſo vaſt, ſo unwieldy and fat, 
To Ruzexs, for ſtudy, the Dame might have fat 
As Potiphar's rib, ere ſhe fell by demerit, 
For Runes lov'd fleſh, though he painted with ſpirit. 
But again at the daughters —Rurn, Sur, and Den 


Dicxens, 
Whom you ſatiris'd once as ſuch voracious chickens, 
H ung round their old Dad, like three oak-creeping ſuckers, 
To extra all his coin, to get—bibs and new tuckers : 
And oft never quit their importunate teizing, j 
> Till they've drain'd his ſtrong box, and ſeiz'd all worth the 


ſeizing. 
Thus 
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Thus ſocial ingrates wound the beings who rear em, 
As the fruit frequent breaks the kind branches that bear er. 
When the Doctor remonſtrates about their expences, 
All the girls ope at once, and confound his five ſenſes: 
« La, Papa !” cries the eldeſt Miſs D. “ do you think 
We are all come to Barn juſt to eat and to drink, 
« Or to vegetate coldly like figs on a ſtalk, 

« To bathe, drink our coffee, play, ſing, ſleep and talk?“ 
Or to mopeꝰ (added Svsan) “ like queer Dx. Parr?” 
« Lord bleſs me, who'd think we ſhould come here ſo far 
To be kept like choice ſweetmeats ſhut up in a jar, 

« And learn muſty rules, and half-ſmother'd expire, 
While the beaux are all ſmacking their lips with deſire ?” 
Or to hear (cried young DRB) our Pa talk of Greece, 
„When he knows we come here to get-Huſbands a- piece: 

« Why mayn't we have luck, like the Worceſterſhire 
„ WROUGHTONS, | 

« And egad! now or never we muſt make our fortins.” 
Thus my reaſon was bruis*d by theſe parrot-taught Minxes, 
W ho confident” chatter'd like ſo many Sphinxes. 


I proteſt T'am aſham'd—the good Parſon rejoin'd— 
4 To be goaded ſo often to tell you my mind. 
A pretty repaſt this to pleaſe my friend Pe xxr ; 

"« And with giving advice I declare I'm grown weary : 
When your wiſhes are prudent, I'll ſecond them gladly— 
708 But the Men are not caught, my dear children; ſo madly : 
Ton 


. 


« You ſhould not ruſh forward like bold Wibow Hz ATv, 
« For the gift's undervalu'd that's given too freely. 

4 The times are fo woefully led by Depravity, 

%% Young women muſt now ſtudy more than ſuavity ; 

« And ſometimes, like corkſcrews, muſt zig-zag incline, 
« Indirect and unſeen—if they hope for the wine. 

« Tos ſays, —to have Patience is better than beauty, 

« And we all ſhould mind Job girls, for Job knew his 
« duty.” 


« What a fuſs out Joh? nn « and his 
% Patience ; 
© One would think, "WF that ſuch frumps were rela- 
tions. | 
« If I muſt ſpeak, I think that my daughters are right 
«© Who knows but our DeBsy may marry a Knight? 
« I ſaw her nod twice at a ſpark ſhall be nameleſs, | 
« Nay, prithee don't bluſh child—the action was blameleſs. 
© When you next go to Chapel, pray dreſs yourſelf ſprucely, 
© And let not your hair hang fo rakiſh and looſely, 
Now, Huſband, you know what I meant for to ſay, 
Lam upright and downright — for that is my way; 
« And if MisrEA Pr ERV is here—'tis no murther, — 
« MisTzx Peeny's a friend, and twill never go further.“ 
« Huſh, huſh!” bawl'd the Prieſt; “as I hope to be 
« fav'd, 
anthems is os oats Anon: — 
C « Drop 


* 8 
Drop the ſubject at preſent, and tie up your tongues; \ 
« 'Tho' regardleſs of me—prithee pity your lungs. 

„ As live 'tis the Maxqvurs—T know by the knocks ; 

Go rehearſe your beſt curtſies, and crimp all your locks ; 
Perhaps the incumbent is dead on that living, 

%% The Mazqu1s has now the ſole power of giving; 

&« If that is the caſe, I perhaps may be freer 

Jo part with my money, and buy you new gear: 

« "Tho? to do you all juſtice—you each have the (kill 
To make me profuſe in deſpite of my will. 

&« I'm aſham'd of this lodging - the ſtair-caſe ſo dark is 
4 Is no one below to attend on the Mazquis ? 

« If the ſervant's gone out, I declare I will trounce him, 
& Run, run! here comes Thomas, I vow, to announce 


« him.“ 


I eſcap'd with whole ears, ere the family cleft em, 
Spoke to Doctor and Peer, made my conge, and left em, 


HORACE PEERY, 


Yoax Horgr, Barn, 1789. 
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LETTER VI 


The CounTzss of CocxLzs, (a dramatic 
Author) to the Honourable Miſs Fanny 
FITZKICKERLY, in Portman-Square. 


The illiberal Charge of Female Concupiſcence defeated—Deſ- 

| cription of *a Rout—The Hoſteſs pourtrayed in lively Colours 
— The ill Conſequences of the Vulgar preſuming to be ſincere 
—A<crial Perſonages embodied by the Imagination—Defini- 
tion of Wit. 


Wu EN Porz wrote his tenets,—Hear'n knows where 
he got *em,— 

And told a vile world we were DOTTED the bottom! 

It is clear he knew little of that which he ought, 

To ſuppoſe filly man claim'd the round of our thought. 

The mind of the ſex is contraſted in hue, 

Hence the impulſe that makes em look black, pale and 
Blue; 

And tho' millions may meet in a Congreſs as friends, 

The main fprings of life guide to different ends. 

Be the nymph melancholic, learn'd, beauteous, or gay, 

Leet the iſſue is Pride—be the ſoil what it may! 

C 2 Notwitk- 


1 


Notwithſtanding the ſeverette heats and attacks me, 
And ſpaſmodic pains, which I fear will relax me 3 
I have been to a tout big with high expectations, 
Where Folly I found had ſtill many relations. 
The Routs of this Place, like the Balls at Elections, 
Comprehend in one maſs all degrees and complexions : 
The place was Macenaraon's—the time was laſt night, 
Where we'd much ſerious play, and much—well manner d 

ſpite : | 
Antithetic debating—fome ar could you doubt it, 
While a Feminine Conclave talk'd—how and about it? 
Mid the crowd there were ſome with the Graces at ſtrife, 
For this Hoſteſs invites-—all the c and his wife 2 
But no generous impulſe, no beatified charms, 
Bid her gather her Pyebald affociates in arms : 
Her motive is obvious hope it is rare— 
To malign ſome meek Trader, or cruſh a poor Play'r : 
Some tailleuſe pour femme who'd preſented her Bill, 
Some hard-trodden victim who'd queſtion'd her Will! 
“% Us FasH410N,” thus vaunts ſhe, © are born bove controul, 
The Yulgar ſhould never ſuppoſe they've a foul ; 
& Like the Camels of Egypt they're ſent for our uſes, 
« Whoſe purſe gives them ſtrength, credit, ſpirit, and juices. 
46 It was but laſt week one averred to her face, 
„% Lapy BirDLIiME by chance had ſecreted ſome lace ; 
And when the low wretch, who had fearched her, could 
« feel it, 


He ſeem'd by his looks to imply ſhe would—ſteal it 5 ; 
| But 


* 


6 
e But we al took her cauſe up—he now wants a guinea, 
« And ſtrives with nine brats like the raſh Hugolini,”* 


Thus breathes this old Sybil - twelve years beyond fifty, 
In her vanities prodical—charities thrifty : 
And many a varlet and wench eat her Mutton, 
Who care not for Truth or the owner a button: 
Though every day drags her nearer the earth, 4 
That day to ſome indirect deed muſt give birth. 5 
A popular Doctor, who lives near the Creſcent, 
Swore her humours were groſs, and her muſcles putreſcent; 
When ſhe can't blight her inmates, ſhe pilfers their purſes, 
And wreſtles with Death, midſt confederate curſes. 


In the groupe was the Widow of Maron MacTwezzex, 

Who was kill'd by a ſhot, tho? courageous as Czar ! 

And Miss Dor DewrLies, with two or three more, 
Who are adepts at opening Obloquy's door; 

Who can gobble, and wriggle, and triumph, and titter, 

When the ear of a Beauty drinks axioms bitter; 

When ſweet Rural Modeſty trembles and bluſhes, 
While her efforts to pleaſe giant Impudence cruſhes. - 


We had many tall Iriſh, we'd CoLoxer O Taicex, 
With Sir Muzzovan ODaiscol—at leaſt ſomething 
bigger; | 
Whoſe couſin abſconded laſt month with an Heireſs, 


They were married at Liſle, and are now ſaſe in Paris: 
All 
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All theſe are Mileſians I hope they're ne'er ſick, 
For they ſay the rich blood in their veins is @®thick, 
That it flows thro' the art'ries like half-frozen jelly, 
And takes up an haur—fays Lavy O' KZ III 
In journeying down from the heart to the belly. 
Some ſneeringly made of their Titles a jeſt, 

And ſeem'd thankful that Blacl- Legi were now in requeſt : 
Tho? I know not I vow what their ſchemes or their trade is, 
They are gen'rous to all, and polite to the Ladies : 

And I ſcarce will believe that the Demons of Knavery 
Can be hid *neath the habits of Bounty and Bravery. 


— 


There were Doctors, and Dzacons, and Vicars, 

and PAs r ons, 

With here and there ſprinkled ſome Dx ans or their Maſters 3 

Who have pour'd dawn in droves from their Livings, or 
London, 

Their ills to undo—but nine-tenths to be—undone. 

Here with ſpouſe under arm the Prieſt ſtruts like a drake, 

With three roſy Spinſters who gape in his wake. | 

We had CoS r too, who ſure you muſt know, 

As a wonderful Wit—and a terrible Beau! 

'There are many who call him the Window, who view him, 

Becauſe, if you pleaſe, you can always—lſee thro? him. 


THE 
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Decry all thoſe tranſports for which their hearts languiſh, 


: Whom ſome call a ſly Couſin- German to Sin: . 
The Knight is à thing full of twwopenny airs, 
Of whom every one prates, but not any one cares: 


One grunts in B al and the other in D: 
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THE BROWN JUGS. 


WE'D the Earthenware , ſtale, dark and 

hideaus, 8 

Who catch publick notice by gigglings invidious; 

Thoꝰ contempt is the ſubſequent fruit of their ſchemes, 

And Averno and Apes burſt the chain of their dreams; 

Their #4vi//s and their jzrþs ſhew their wiſh to be ſinning, 

And to glad Folly's ſuite are eternally grinning: ; 

Though they all are repulſive, and no one can love em, 

Yet each -ocks her noſe at all beings—above *em ; 

And they ſtalk near the beauteous to make Bipeds ſtare, 

Like worthleſs Bzown Jus amid Porcelain ware ! 


And affect a half-/mile, while they're writhing with anguiſh, 
The ſcandalous Synod had ſcarcely got through 


One rubber at Whiſt, or the entre at Loo, 
When Sir Luxz De miwz1jGcLE and Lady came in, 


Like colloquial Pigs they can never agree, 


Poor Man! half his moments are marſhall'd by Terror, 
Leſt his high-mettled Dame ſhould be tickled by Error: 


Tho? 


LES 
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Thoꝰ to me ſhe ſeems dos'd like an over-fed Cat, 
To be ſure they do ſay—but no matter for hat! 
Miss Jicorr was there too the firſt of Baru Bridgets, 
A fuſty old Virgin, replete with odd fdgets? 
Bald, meagre, and brazen, like Dowager Laxxir, 
She oft'times has carried her ſpare-ribs to market, 
But no Batchelor ever would purchaſe her meat, 
As her purſe was too ſcant, and her Julces—not fweet ! 


We had Ber PzxyenDicuLar, ſelling her ſcorn, 
Half-knit and half-nurs*d, tho? high-bred and high · born; 
Yet this mincing Automaton foplings entices, 

With her haſſe- boardiſb body, and feet crampr in vices: 

She's ſo white and fo ſoft—juſt like lying - in food, 

And looks like a Rabbit o'er-truſs*d and oꝰer- ſtewd ! 

Her perks are fo novel —all aſk where ſhe got em, | 

And her coat and ſub- coat ſeem pinn'd cloſe to her 
bottom: 

While ſhe ſtruts like a Piedmonteſe Nymph fore the wind, 

Or a Pea-hen who'd loſt all her feathers behind! 


As I Gpp'd ſome Orgeat, a flim Beaſt made for ſhew 


(Which the Men call a Monkey, but Ladies—a Beau !) 


Came jutting its corkſcrew proportions before me, 
And ſeem'd by its geſture it meant to implore me: 
At length its mouth opꝰd, and the organs of ſpeech, 
Uniting their tones, gave it ſtrength to beſeech: 
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Like Punch in the Shew, it could grin, ſqueak, and chatter, 

Tho” Propriety ſcorn'd both the mien and the matter: 

Its cheeks were betinted with rouge and with white, 

And ſome flays cas d its body to hold it upright ; 

It look'd like a doll bought of Germanic venders, 

Or thoſe lumps meant for men before Fate thought of 
genders : 

Thus it humbly conjur'd with apologies fit, 

I would give it my own—DzriniTion of Wir. 

With bliſs in my heart and contempt in my eye, 

I made it this prompt inſtantaneous reply: 

| "Tis Society's ſhame, by 
"Tis what Taſte has forgot, 

"Tis the Mind's brighteſt flame; 

And *tis what—you have not. 


CUNEGUNDA FILLIGREE COCKLES. 


Quzzn's-Sqvart, 
Barn, 1779. 
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POSTSCRIPT. 


Tell the ſweet Pall- Mall Ducness I'll copy her rule, 
And ſubſeribe fifty pounds to the CUmBErLAanD SCrooL ; 
Fe a few truant guineas, and cannot do better 
Than beſtowing them thus to make Heaven my debtor. 


* 
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IL ET TER VIL « 


Horace Pzzgy, Eſq; to Bos CLassc, at 
Oxford. 


Declaratory Ingenuouſneſs—Strange Commixture of Human 
Actions — A Hit at the Widows—The Diſcomfiture of the 
FuBSEYS in their Efforts to be genteel—Old 2 
of an Amour — The Lover's Oath, 


* © * 


LI an Idler intate, if innately no Poet, 
But of that, Bos, enough—ſince the world and you know itz 
As the grief-cumber'd Hours each other ſucceed, 
My Reaſon rebels while the Will prompts the Deed. 
Tho? ſuch candid confeſſions with Wit diſagree, 

T'll rehearſe what I think, and relate what I ſee. 
This ſcroll, like a French Table q Hote, ſhall have all things, 
The mean and magnificent—great things, and ſmall things. 


k 


Tho? my wrath is high kindled with follies this minute, 
The next ſhews an act with philanthropy in it: 
In checquer'd confuſion thus life rolls away, 
And Evil and Good journey on through the day : 
Thus Grace leads Repulſion, not envious to {light her, 
Put merely to make her own beauties ſeem brighter. 
Here 


. ; a p 15 ? 
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Here Charity reſcues the wretch from his doom, 
And Paupers catch comfort but ſee not from whom. 


Thus Holy - Writ prints, mortal ſenſe to enſlnoud, 
Shew God's hand with 2 gift but the reſt 's in a cloud. 


LY 


Here all ranks and parties ume an 4 
A je ne ſcai quoi, a parade, and a pertneſs. 


As I frequently ambulate through this gay Town, 
The reverſe of what ought makes Philoſophy frown : 
There is ſomething with which e'en thoſe things ſeem con- 

| tented, | 

Which my Pity oft view'd, and when viewing lamented : 

- Content—nay they're proud, and that ill-natur'&Fpirit, 
Seem'd ſtrong in proportion as all wanted merit: 
Tho? they iſſued from filth, and are ignorant of every, *, , 

Their phraſe is—that Man, when they point to—their 
| betters ! 
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Here Widows reſort in aſtoniſhing crowds, 
With the enſigns of war on their top-gallant ſhrouds z 
To inform the obſervant they're arm'd for a Storm, 

Like the Spahi's Red-Flag—when the fight waxeth warm. 


From the deſperate hope to be—demi-genteel, 
I the eve of their being, brown Citizen's ſteal 
From the haunts of Old Lup (where their forefathers 
And caught the {tiff prejudice—moulted and married) 
To 


„ Ing 
To voluptuous Barn here they viſit the Rooms, 
And bluſh when the Mirror reflects their falſe Plumes z ® | 
Creep in corners to hide from blythe Faſhion's keen gaze, 
As Abraha##wink'd at the Angel's bright blaze: 0 
There Mau, and Miss Es, and Sis, view the ſport, 
In rapturous awe, like Omar at Court; 
And Fear ſtrikes em dumb to ſee Tyson advance, 
When the Monarch of Taſte aſks the Fuss vs to dance: 
At length more courageous, the Dx Ar EA fits down, 
And ventures to cut in at Whiſt—for a Crown; 
Where the {kill he once ſhew'd mid a Manſion- houſe 

throng, | | 

Is now all abſorb*d—in the dread to do wrong; 
Plays a Club for a Spade, trembles—reddens+-reyokes, 
And laſtly recedes from intolerant jokes: 
While his partner's fierce eye, as he pulls out his purſe, 
Purſues the maim'd Cit with a harſh ſtill-born curſe, — 


A 


| Borne home to his Inn full of anguiſh and care, 

The firſt time of his life, hapleſs dolt, in a Chair; 
Recounts his misfortanes to Spouſe and his Daughters, 
But reſolves to take leave both of Barn and its Waters; 
And wind up that Clock with great pains in OLD Id war, 
Which here had run down with precipitate fury ; 

Prefer ſolid gain to weak rantipole dreams, 

And embrace 'Tare and Trett, and ſome ſtarvation ſchemes z 
Then his Dame ſhall as painfully draw one poor guinea, 
From the old ram-ſkin fob of the miſconceiy d ninny 3 
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As zealous inveterate laundreſſes ſqueeze 
The laſt latent drop from # new-waſh'd chemi/e / 


Of all the odd Bipeds who hitherward ſcud, 

Since ſcrophulous Buapup who hallow'd the mud 
| The needle of Wonder turn moſt to Op Q. 

Who defies iron Time, and the worſt he can do. 

Antiquity braces his nerves as he grows, 

And tempers life's ills for this Neſtor of beaus ; 

When Intemperance liſts to Propriety's ſneer, 

She laughs at her malice, and ſhews the gaunt Peer; 

Like Ricaiiev, who, palſied, would kiſſes implore, 

He nibbles at youth, and gallants at fourſcore. 

As the ſtrength of the wine on the element bubbles, 

His well-tutor'd ſpirit o'ertops human troubles. 


You aſk my ſucceſs with the beauties of Bara ;— 
How could I hope much who am thin as a lath ? 
My amours have, as yet, ſcarce extended to any, 
Except a coarſe Soubrette from Abergavenny, 
Who bruſhes the cobwebs from Lucas's cielings, 
And by ſhewing her limbs wakes Debility's feelings. 
But thoſe Cambrian wenches are all ſo ſtrong knitted, 
That the toil and the bleſſing are ſcarcely well fitted ; 
For they fight, ſcratch, and ſpit, ſo harſh, furious and warm, 
Tis like gathering a weed off the Alps —in a ſtorm ! 
Ere the veſtal would yield to what Paſſion would make her, 
The low Nymph made me ſwear that I'd never forſake her. 

| I have 
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T have ſent you the oath, which, though aptly myſteriouy, 
My HLX received as deep, true, firm, and ſerious. 


THE O4 T 


By thoſe delicious pulpy lips, 

Where Curm his ambroſia ſips, 
Thoſe lips whoſe preſſure would aſſuage 
The frigid force of ice-bound age ! 

By all the graces of thy mien, 

Where eaſe and elegance are ſeen! 

By the deluſions of that Ceſtus, 
Which Vz vs gave you When ſhe bleſt us ! 
By the keen magic of that ſpot, 

Where grief in rapture is forgot 
Celeſtial ſpot ! whoſe lighteſt touch, 

Or gives too little—or too much 


With this Badinage I ſhall finiſh my letter — 
I hope you think Pax is could ne'er proteſt better. 


HORACE PEERY. 


Tonk Horst, Barn, 1789. 
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LETTER VIII. 


MaxGERY Cock NE, to AcNES BLowzry, 
at WeymouTH in Dorſetſhire. 


Perils of a long Journey Vanities of Dreſ Love without 
Money, like a Hive without Honey— Obſervations on the 
Pump-Room—A Family Misfortune—A Quarrel in the 
Eichen—The Card Party—Vulgar Poſtſcript. 


Econ here we are—now you'll ſay I'm a rover, 
For to come all this way, and to live in ſuch clover : 
Sir Toy Berersver, the Ladies, and I, 
Came cramm?'d in a coach, like zit-:ts in ap 
My dead Miſſicis ſiſter, you know that's her way; 

Miſs Tazzy BeLweaTHER, would come in a ſhay ? 


Your favourite Roc x, and Dicx who ſo croſs is, 8 
Came riding down a*ter on hackeney horſes . 
I think RoaGtrr and Dicx tore their breeches together, 
For I heard Roctx ſay that they both had loſt leather! 
On Mau/burrur Downs we were «verry much frighten'd, 
And Sir Tony ſaid how that his purſe would be lighten'd : 
For he ſaw a huge robber—this ſtory diſtreſt us— 
Burt the man gallop'd on, and ne'er ſtopp'd to miſleſt us. 
LEP . 4 4 Young 
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Voung MrssEs have been 40 a conſort mong Play'ts, 
I heard BELLA fay 'twas to larn ſome new airs : 
Tf that was the caſe, ſhe 'd no need to be ſent there, 
For I'll ſwear ſhe d enoww before ever ſhe went there: 
They went fine as fippence —Miſs Dr's a good creter, 
I'm ſure hands and pins coodint make em look neater : 
They were all tall and ſtraight as the popular tree, 


* 


Miſs Dy had got on her brown niggledygee ; , 
She look'd like an angel, ſo ruddy and plump, 
And wore, the firſt time, her new Polinac rump. 2 
And as for the vhite and the red on her cheek, 
She need ne'er turn her back any day in the veel. 
I am ſurtin we us'd a large bowl full at leaſt 
Of ſtarch, for to ſtiffen ſome gauze for the bteaſt 
Where it bough'd like them pouters we once ſaw at Preflong 
Whoſe craws were much bigger you know than the reſt-on. 
To ſcort our young Madams, a young gentleman came, 
A perdigious fine preſenſe—TI'll tell you his name— 
One Cavrrain O'BLarnty—fo lac'd and fo fleek; 
A. more properer man you won't fee in a week : 
I ſhould like ſuch a /owyer—a ſpruce handſome feller, 
Oh! he f#4'd out quite loud as he handed Miss BELLA 
From the drawing-room ſtair-caſe all down to the carriage— 
But Sir Toby, they ſay, won't conſent to their marriage. 
Becauſe why, that the Captain's too poor for the match ; 
I am ſure I think BeLLa is no ſuch great catch / 
But his wants will ſoon end—T heard Miss BTT relate, 
That he'd got an averſion to ſome great eſtate: 

D \ I caz't 
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I can't tell where he's born—whether Scot or Bavarian, 
But Sir Tosy ſays how he's an any-thing-arian ! 


T'other day Roc R came a colloging to me, 
He's a tongue that would wwheedle a bird from a tree: 
Aye, Roxx, I know you, ſays I, I'm no dunce, 
If you mean for to marry—why ſay ſo at once: 
I think the falſe-hearted to jail all ſhould be ſent, 
I'm like DoLLy PLaixways—l1 hates what's clandecent 2 
I was one on his taw——though he'd call'd me his dear, 
He now ſlunk away—with a flea in his car. 


Laſt Tueſday I went with our Dick and ſome more, 
And ſtood and peep'd in the great Pump-Room door, 
Where the quality go—and as I was a ſaying, 

I heard about twenty mu/icianers playing: 

There ſome was a walking, and ſome was a thinking, 
And ſome was a talking, and ſome was a drinking; 
And ſome look'd below at the bathers, and ſmil'd, 

And ſome came out coddled as if they'd been bid ! 
Lad if they'd robb'd or done crimes that was bigger, gf 
No, they few?*d m they ſaid for to give em new wiggur. 
Then a chairman came up with a monſterous frown, | 
And ſaid—by your leave, and he then puſh'd me down. 


Pray wou'd you believe it? Indeed I don't joke, 
Old 'Tazzy BeLweaTHER laſt night had a ſtroke ! 
This 1 
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This affair has thrown all in a ſerious quandary, 
Our folk ſay as how ſhe came down here to marry : 
I faw her next day in the bed lye a gaſping, 
As pale as your ſhift, and ſhe ſhook like an aſpen 
This misfortin wou'd ſure make a werry great rout, 
But we're ſworn to be ſilent, and dare not ſpeak out. 
A Doctor 's been here, a fine man, though a ſtranger, 
And ſaid „ This here Lady's in no ſuch waſt danger, 
« For I hope by ſome dipping and medical arts, 
« T9 reſtore all her tones, and to brace up her parts.” 
Poor thing !—if theſe deſperate doings ſhould ruin her 
And who knows but it may, for they now talk of ftewwing 
her. | 
Oh! the pally 's a terrible ill I aſſure you, 
It tranſmogrifies quite, and there's few that can cure you! 
Do you know that I've had a great quarrel with Roo 
I'm ſure Sus ſet him on, for I've ſeen the rogue dodge her; 
As I eat a feww broth with our Dick in the kitchen, 
Says Roc, our Manpce is ſo woundy bewitching, 
I believe I ſhould wed her, ſhe's quite to my taſte, 
If it va'nt for that dropſy which ſwells her fine wailt : 
It's a pity that them there diſorders ſhould teaze us, 
And ſpoil ſuch a wench, who was born but to pleaſe us. 
He would a gone on—for he'd juſt begun barely, 
But I fell in a paſſion, and ſcolded him rarely. 
Then ſays Rocer, ſays he, now dear Mapce do bs 
gracious, 
Let your breath cool your porridge, don't be ſo voracious / 
D 2 You 


4 


You impudent feller, ſays 1, then, how durſt you, 

A'ter all you have ſaid, be ſurpris'd if 1\curſt you. 

We ſhou'd had ſome more words, had not CiczLy BRA DT 
Kept bawling like thunder Here, Roczs, my Lady 
Has been wanting you, man, for I'm ſure bove an hour 
Then Roo run off, like a cat from a ſhower. | 


Ah! Acxts, I'm almoſt an otomy grown, 

I have now got no flomach, I'm worn to the bone; 
I have loſt, lack-a-day, my poor appetite quite, 

I does nothing but piddle, from morning to night 
Our Dick ſaid, this morning, the family go 

Next veel into Vilſbire, and if it is ſo, 

Poor I ſhall be left all alone by myſelf, 

To mope like a mouſe without cheeſe on a ſhelf : 
You know I loves fiety, though I hates ftrife, 

And they'll force me to lead here a diolute life. 


We'd a drum t'other night ;-—tho' it was not well bred, 
liſten'd awhile, and heard all that they ſaid: 
16 have loſt my beſt heart,” * ſqueak'd Miss Cuuns,” 
& and for what, 
« And I wow, Maem, your dianionds are all gone to pot J. 
% I'm amaz'd for to hear you talk ſo now, Miss Chung, 
% We ſhould beat em with caſe had you brought forth your 
« Club ”” | 
« Dear Maem, we were eight thougf I wink'd in your 
« face, 


« And held up two fingers, you'd not ſhew your Ace 7” 
b# f « Ah! 
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&« Ah! Sir,” ſaid Miss Muzzr, © the game we can't ſave, 

&« In ſuch caſes as theſe, by all means play the Ruave! ? 

« My ſtars!” bawl'd Miss Tirrur, “ here's nobody 
&« ſcores :” 

Then Loxp G16 ax'd Miss Dy for to play at All-Fours 

And the Captain, who never ſays any thing rude, 

Told Miss BeLL he was ſorry to find ſhe was Lood, 


Now I hopes you are well, as we both were at Ba1GHToON, 
And as I am, dear AGnes, at this preſent writing. 


Barn, 1789. MARGERT COCKNEY, 
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Pray, Acxts, did you never know one Raten HeaTen, 
Who cudgell'd with your brother WILL and who beat un 
As ſure as a gun he's in ILcHESH EA pris'n, 


And for robbing his Maſter of what wasn't his u 


To prevent all miſtakes, or inquiſitive fuſs, 
When you mean for to write, you'll direct to me thus: 
Misragss MarGerxy Cocknwer, it's at Number hait, 
In Milſom-ſtreet, near to the Hoctagen Gate ; 
A maid of all work to Sir Toꝶν Bazrsver, 
T he houſe goes up ſteps, and is kept by Anx BLewir, 
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LETTER XX. 


Horace PRERVY, Eſq; to Bos CLASSIC, 
at Oxtord, 


Meditation on the Force of Habit—An Elegy written in Soho- 
Square, on ſeeing Mrs. CORNELYs* Houſe in Ruins. 


T's difficult from Cuſtom to depart, 

She tints the will—ſhe clings about the heart : 
Parent of Sorrow—relative of Glee, 

The Demon's hope—the Fool's apology— 
Oh ! Habit, Habit ! whither wilt thou lead, 
While Fame capriciouſly upholds thy deed ; 
Our earlieſt apothegms her ſorc'ries blind, 

She wars with Wit for empire o'er the mind; 
Fights to the laſt unknowing how to yield, 
And inch by inch diſputes the mental field. — 
How few, like Russ14's Lord, dare burſt her chain, 
Reſtrict her ſtep, or regulate her reign ; 

The godlike PETER, all her force beguil'd, 
And drove her yond the precincts of the wild; 
Bade radiant Science mid his deſarts riſe, 
Then gave her volumes to a nation's Ses; 


wm 
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The ſavage ſtruggles of rude judgment fann'd, 
And ſent her eel meand' ring through the land. 


Touch'd by the ſubject with its wonders fraught— 
I ſpun this timely iſſue from my thought: 
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An ELEGY written in S0H0-SQUARE, on ſeeing 


Mrs. CorRNELYs' Houſe in Ruins. 


I. 


HITHER ye lowly, inſolent, and vain, 
W hoſe frantic deeds give Meditation food; 
Ye varied tribes, who circle Pleaſure's fane, 
Ye jocund prodigals of ſocial good: 
The fallen fragments of this pile ſurvey, 
Then yield to Memory's toils the reſidue of day. 
II. 
8 Ke" 
Here civil Phrenzy was approv'd and known, 


Here Faſhion's tainted ſtream was taught to flow ; . 
| | 8 ? 


Here Reaſon left her eleyated throne, at 
To ſcatter frolickly the ſeeds of Woe: - * 
The cares of ſtate, the props of general weal, 
Sunk neath the rapid preſſure of the dancer's heel. 


III. 


Here Beauty rov'd triumphant in her charms, 
To bear the diadem of Pride away 
Here gallant Fraud aſſail'd her with his arms, 
Waken'd her ſenſes, and embrac'd his prey; 
Touch'd by the barb of Grief, the victim fell, 
While Deſperation's minions rung her virgin knell : 
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IV. 
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IV. 


Ah luckleſs Nymph ! that faſcinating breaſt, 
(Pure as the whiteſt of the Alpine ſnows) 
Which heav'd at tales of Excellence diſtreſt, 
And loſt in others” pangs its own repoſe: 
Bemoan'd the innovations of Decay, 


And blaz'd, and wept, and periſh'd like the genial day, 


V. 


Here rude Intemperance the meek annoy'd, 
Here Habit gave the leſſer Evils birth; 
With cruel Induſtry were both employ'd, 
To weave their ſtrength and baniſh modeſt Worth ! = 
They burſt thoſe chords which made the boſom ſwell, 
And trembling mark'd its way to Pity's filent cell. 


VI. 


Here high-ſwoln Vanity, of motley hue, 
Superbly hail'd her congregated fools ; 
Who ſcoff'd the Virtues as they roſe in view, 
And wrote in adamant her baneful rules; 
While the ſeducing Lute's enerving ſtrain 
Beguil'd the haod-wink'd throng from intellectual pain. 
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Here many a heart, for godlike efforts brac'd, 
Was riv'd and ſully*d by Pollution's breath: 
Their generous atoms were by Vice diſgrac'd, 
They found, alas ! the truth of Life—in Death : 
'Thus hinds are led, when ſhut from Cynthia's ray, 
By brilliant, faithleſs Gleams; through Ruin's miry way. 


VIII. 


Here calm Philoſophy to maniacs bow'd, 
Here Rumour's progeny upheld her reign ; 
Here Science mingled with the babbling crowd, 
Whom Rapture beckon'd mid Deluſion's train 


And Bacchus? goblet with his gifts o'erflow'd, 


Till the nectareous juice beſtain'd the chequer'd road, 


7 IX. 


Here oft the Spendthrift of unvalued hours 
Survey'd, with apathy, the ills of Time, 
Who, Heav'n- directed, circumſcrib'd his powers, 
And ſmote his being ere he knew his prime; 
Till all his honours flitted like a dream, 
Melted by recreant Guilt's intolerable beam. 
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Ah! whither are thoſe myriads Taſte combin' d. 
Who leagu'd the moral canons to deſtroy? 
And where thoſe lawleſs tumults of the mind, 
That Wit call'd madneſs, and the madd'ning, joy? 
All, all are vaniſh'd from th' aſtoniſh'd ſight, 
Sunk beneath Hope's bright ſmile, and ſhrouded by the 
night. 


XI, 


'Thoſe walls which echo'd with a lover's ſighs, 
And gave reſponſive many an ideot's tale 
'Thoſe gaudy ſcenes which dazzled magic eyes, 
Thoſe pregnant ſounds which harmoniz'd the gale ; 
Are all diſmember'd, driven, cruſh'd, and torn, 
Like worthleſs, weightleſs chaff, o'er Hyrcan deſarts borne. 


XII. 


Voluptuoufneſs no more ſhall chaſten Thought, 
Phoebus no more ſhall on their vigils peep; 

Who mis-beheld thoſe eeſtaſies they ſought, 
Who violated Peace, who murder'd Sleep. 


The rout is 0'er, the revelry is done, 
And irreſiſtleſs Fate has clouded Folly's ſun ! 


HORACE PEERY. 


Yorxx HoTzL, Barn, 1789. 
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LETTER FX. 


Pr arm O'Stavonnessy, valet to ViscounT 
BAN DASH, to his kinſman Bxyan O' GEO- 
HEGAN, at CAsTLE- BLUNDERBUSs, near 
CunNEMARA, County of GALwAv, Com- 
NAUGHT, IRELAND, 


Family Congratulations—Account of the Journey —Miſtakes 
of a Foreigner—Singular Occurrences—The Iriſh Club— 
Proper Admonition—The Future Tenſe, a Tale. 


My dare fellow, it's well for yourſelf, d'ye ſee, 

That J larnt to write in the ſchool of TRAALEE; 

If I had not, the divi a bit could I tell, 

A ſprig of the Gzoxt Gans —PraLlim was well ;— 

My maſter and I are at Barn, my frind Bay an, ; 
We have been here a month, and are lodg'd at the Lion: 
He's as ſlim as an eel-ſkin, though my foſter- brother, 
For his Honour, you know, got his milk from my mother ; 
I] wonders myſelf how the women can whelp 'em; 


He's a Lord to be ſure, but ſuch Lordg—Oh ! Lord 
help em. 


8 When 
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When I reach'd HoLyntzap, to go clever and cleany 
J took an outfide in the Chifter machine: 
About three in the morning a ſpalpeen came to me, 
Shook my ſhoulders, and baw?'d—zounds, I thought he'd 

undo me !— 

« Don't you go wid the coach, MisTzr Par? if you * 
© You had beſt tumble out, for they won't wait for you. 
Och I fir'd with rage, when I heard the fool aſk it, | 
What want 1 vid the coach, ſblood, who go in the baſtet? 


You may tell KATHTEEX FaGan we niver ſhall deal, 
She's like MuLLixnGas heifer gra—beef to the heel! 
Beſides Far RR Shay knows ſhe's double my age, 

And is all a one fide—like the KiLkinny ſtage ! 
If ſhe brags how 1 kiſs'd her in TRAA Far's fold, 
You may ſay that's a ſecret, and ſhou'd n't be told. 

4 

I heard Juccy your neighbour one day went and died, 
You'll have now no diſputes bout her dirty backſide : 

You may do as you plaſe with your pigs and your tree, 
Och that ſtrap had a tongue that would cut one—in three; 
Now we talk of brute a/ is that cow going dry, 
Which you bought of Man oxy who lives near—Aruv? 


I have ſane the King's-Bath—it's a Loch, my dear joy! 
I took Par too, who's grown a great lump of a boy: 
Do you know when I come there, they offer'd me water! 


To be ſure they were civil -a man and his daughter ; — 
Is 
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Is it wr you mane, frind ? ſays chat could ail him? 
No, honey, your wine's good enough for poor PuALIx! 


When I wint to Rougxe's lodgings, who once could ſo 
evhack hard, 

A voleen bid me walk up three pair of ſtairs vac ard 

Pullaloo, do axe Lux E, who liv'd here, if he knew it, 

Bad luck to their manners—myſelf wou'dn't do it. 


We've a club called the Welter—we met tother night, 
Amid porter and punch, and debate and delight : 
All tight Iriſh Lads—we ſcarce knew where to ſtow 'em, 
Now Pl! tell you their names, though perhaps you won't 

| know *em :— 

Mvurcany, who ſcor'd Thary GaLtacnes's ſcull, 
And Da BY MacxLovcnLix, who frighten'd the bull, 
OCarrAchAx, Murr and MichAEL O'Scuppeey, 
With Ow EN O' Fax Us and DERMOT Bor RU Dp ER, 
Larry KavanaAch came too, and DENXIS BRApOGUE, 
Who was born next the Harp in GLassmockinyoGus : 
Macpyoxoucn and O'Doxocnoe, and big BREXXAx, 
With SHamvus O*'Lyn, and the bold Major LIENVNVAN: 
There was FesTus MuLLownty--Macarrty and Mooxy, 
Mac SwixxE Y and BxRovGHALLEN—Ryan and Coo E! 
Lennazp RarrerTY's brother, who made my firſt brogues, 
And Cocxran and Quixy—both Munſter-coch'd rogues : 
We had O'Gammanote—Mavrice SHaAny and CarkroL, 
But for want of a chair the laſt ſat on a barrel ; 


FrAuARTY 
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FtanarTyY and Doxovan,—BaLrs and O'Hanky 
With Cas EV and Cass1dy, —MuLHawn and Mana: 


We had Locax O*Fas in the room, for he curſt in ity 
He'd bate England's beſt man till he made him the worſt 


in it. ; 
We'd a rap from Cork town there—CorxtLivs O'Dog- 
rr, 
And Bzoperick BTANEX, and TER EN CE and FocarTy: 
There was LAuxsTERUM Pox EY and Sror BEX O'Curr, 
Who you know always goes —t'other fide of enough ! 
And Muzxpock Macmanus—SHANE Corry, and FLan- 
AEX, 
Who got leather d ſo hard, he'll neꝰ er be his own man again. 
By my ſoul theſe are lads —About nine PETE BERTII 
come in, | 
Och the Divil unroof ev'ry houſe we're not welcome in. 


Maca your old frind is as {tiff as dry ſtarch, 
That ſame Dith cuts us down like a ſhamrock in March: 
But we're all mortal men, and as brittle as glaſs, 
Here to-day, and gone yelterday—jult like mown graſs. — 
Fait ! myſelf's been unwell, who you know was fo friſky, 
All my ſpirits are fled now I cannot get whiſky : 
Half my memory's gone—by my troth it's e'en ſo, 
I remember what's due—but forgets what I owe ! 
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Do you know two Canaries laſt Tueſday night robb'd 
N me, | 
One taif held my arms, while the other ai fobb'd me: 
To be ſure, my dear fellows, ſays I, from mere fun, 
Do pray take it all for by Chreeft I have none. 


Tim Kitty and I, the firſt time in our lives, 

Have been to a horſe- race - we both took our wives: 

We went on Shanl't mare — we were all in undreſs, 

Och honey we got there in no time and leſs: 

There Tim back'd a fine, tall, ſtrong gelding one Bo 
THERAMy 

A Yorkſhire-bred hunter, they foal'd him at RoTuHERAM 3 

He laid fivin thirteens, but ſome cullinogue croſt it, 

I can't tell how it was, but 1 k:ow Kitty loſt it: 

Though TIn thought he'd won, and kept jumping and 
crying, 

As the horſes run over the ſod, juſt like flying! 

« Och BorHERAN for ever look there — I adore him, 

4 See, ſee, how he drives all the others before him,“ 

But the mob laugh'd at Tin, and one prig came to ſnub him, 

By the Holy, myſelf had a great mind to drab him. 

May Perdition re/ave me, and choak me with vapours, 

But they've put this affair now in all their news-papers * 

Pha, tunder a nouns, at a jontleman's blandery 


Maſt Ireland, England, and Middleſex, wonder 


** 


1 have 


( 65 ) 

I have been too at Bz1sTor, to ſee Dvurry Froop, 
Where the ſtreets are all lanes, and the river's all mud; 
The Channel comes up twice a day—oh ! it graves em, 
But diſliking their ſelfiſhneſs, pukes as he laves em. 
There was KatTy O'SnaTCH, ConxeEL SULLIVAN'S 

ſiſter, 
Who you know run away, when her family miſt her: 
Like a WaTERFoRD marchant I found Durry too, 
He was knee-deep in byſtle—with nothing to do 
By the piper of LoucaLin, I've been to a ball, 
I'd a ticket free—gratis—for nothing at all. 


You know TrAavairt the CogLER—in Dublin ſo idle, 
Och the Deel take him hunting without any bridle : 


He brought away fifty good ſhoes in a ſack, ; 


But for every pair he gave ſingle ones back, F 
And told all his frinds as he took the hoofs round, 
That he'd fail'd, and could pay but tin ſhillings per pound! 


When I ſupp'd at the Greyhound with BuLLooxey 
Bals, 
Where we put tirteen bottles gra—under our wigs 
Says myſelf to the waiter, here bring this down ſtairs, 
Will I have any praters—will I find for ſome pears © 
« That depends on yourſelf,” ſaid a jontleman near me, 
Though no parſon I thought but BuLLoowzy could hear 


me ! 


E « Excuſe 
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& Excuſe me, ſaid he, and take all in good part, 

„ But your brogue, I believe, balks the wiſh of your heart 

& My remarks don't proceed from impertinent freedom, 

„I give you theſe hints, and depend on't you need em; 

& I honour your land —I liv'd in the Queen's County, 

& T have laugh'd at your jeſt, and Fave fed on your bounty.“ 

Says myfelf, as for brogue, T have ſcarce none at all, 

Or if I have any, the #0;/t is ſo ſmall, 

You would niver have known it, if downright /|-nater 

Was not in your viſage a principal fater. 

Tut, man, what a bodder you make here about it, 

M bin you can't ſþake good Engliſh, you all know without it, 
But I'll now cloſe my tetter—T'll bid you adieu 

Fer Your Pain is tir d myſelf's done my do. 


PHALIM O'SHAUGHNESSY. 


Barz, 1789. 


By the tumb of Saint Patrick my frind over - night 
Sent this ſong in the morning to ſet PALM right; 
I have ſpilPd it, and turn'd it and now I will lend it, 
Do you, Br1ax, rade it,—I can't comprehend it. 


THE 


THE FUTURE TENSE, 


A T 4 K E. 


THE tongue, oft innocently, eoineth errors, 

Pregnant with miſchief, and reſiſtleſs terrors: 
If you've a ſon whoſe wiſhes prompt to go 
Through kingdoms inſular or *yond the Po; 

Before on rude or civil iſles you land him, 

Be ſure the native million underſtand him. 


A Poor Gascox fell plump into a river, 
Who 'd been in Britain half a year or more; 
Juſt as the water *gan to cool his liver, 
He call'd for aid from Trav'llers on the ſhore : 
One of the gazing crew was inſtant ſtript, 
To reſcue the faint alien from the ſtream ; 
But ſcarce into the flood had leapt, 
Before the luckleſs oaf was heard to ſcream 
In wild deſpair, 
Tearing his raven hair, 
1 will be drown'd—1 will be drown'd, 
Nobody ſball give me help : 
The other cried, diſguſted at the ſound, 
If that's the caſe—in God's name take your fill 
I meant you well, but you ſtall have your will. 
A circling eddy gathering round his head, 
Involv'd the luckleſs whelp, 
Who mingled with the dead. 
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AN APOLOGY 


For not weeping over the Remains of a Female Friend. 


(Found in the UrrER-Roous.) 


9. 


Corp drops that tear which blazons common woe, 
What callous rock retains its cryſtal rill ? 

Ne'er will the ſoften'd mould its liquid ſhew— 
Deep ſink the waters that are ſmooth and ſtill. 


Ah! when ſublimely agoniz'd I ſtood, 
And Memory gave her beauteous frame a ſigh : 
While Feeling triumph'd in my heart's warm flood, 
Grief drank the offering ere it reach'd the eye, 


— 4 
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CorREccio CAN DID, to the celebrated Mr. 
DANIEL, of BaTHn, 


? &# 4 


The PoORTRAIT-PAINTER's GOLDEN RULES. 


Say, flattering Artiſt, favourite of the Graces, 
Is your bright fancy never ſmote by Terror ? 
But though you draw a myriad of faces, 
Liſt to theſe rules and you may laugh at Error. 
QuiLLETvVS once averr'd, 
That Beauty periſh'd with the Golden age ; 
But he was quite abſurd, 
As you ſhall find, | 
When you've perus'd my thoughts on human kind, 
And ſcann'd this friendly page. | 


Though Faesnovy wrote upon the art, 
And knew the ſubje well; 
The way to faſcinate the heart, 
That Bard could never tell : 
He ſung in many a ſtrain of radiant Truth : 
Though Truth 's a damſel pretty, 
She does not always meet the wiſh of Youth, 
Or Faſhion or the tenants of the City; 
Nine- 
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Nine-tenths of mortals ſuch queer freaks have got, 
+ They'd all appear to others what they're not! 
As you're not vain or arrogantly nice, 

But one of us; 
Go mentally tranſcribe this apt advice: 

The envied Attributes inhabit thus : 

On the proud forehead Greatneſs latent roves, 

And amplifies the face: 
Blythe in the eye diſport the wanton Loves 

Who mortal Woes deſtroy, 
And bathe in fluids warm from the ſpring of Joy. 
The mouth—the mouth's the reſidence of Grace.— 
But *tis the noſe, or be it large or ſmall, 
Abaſes or gives dignity to all. 
The other lineaments, combin'd together, 
Are but mere fungus—pith or biped's leather. 
Keep all the projeions in happy relief, | 
Let the ſoft clear- ol ſcure ſmooth the edge of each feature, 
Be the #eeping accordant with Joy—Wit, or Grief, - 
And let the repoſe of the whole be in Nature — 
Make all the ſons of Mars look fierce and big, 

Adroitly mix th” alluring and tremendous, | 
And give Phyſicians—plenitude of wig, 
As iron Habit Phyſic's ſons vill ſend us. 


Pourtray old Ladies young, and young ones handſome j j 

Then all will hurry to your lilken mots | 
And you ſhall get 

Largent enough to purchaſe Louis ranſom, 
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C:--3 
Some faces, like the progreſs of the day, 
Are ſombrous—luminous, and black, and grey: 
Now charg'd with woe—now pregnant with delight, 
Red—pale—green—purple—yellow—blue, and bright; 
Like Proteus jacket all their hues deceive, 
Which eminently differ morn and eve. 
When thoſe preſent themſelves, be this your ſtudy: 
Paint to their wiſhes - make them ſick or ruddy ! 
Such ne'er obey th' opinion of the town, 
They ſee Truth jaundic'd, and their will's their own. 


RevnoLDs, the Monarch of your frail profeſſion, 
Once gave a boo/y-heir—acute expreſſion, 
To pleaſe an ideot mother ; 
But when that honour'd ſprig of Knighthood drew it, 
Nor friend—nor foe—nor men—nor women knew it, 
And poor Six Josnva trowelPd out another! 
When Faſhion's children viſit your receſs, 
Preſerve your temper you can do no leſs— 
For human fiends exiſt, ſo mean — ſo baſe, 
To anſwer ſome unworthy end, | 
Or tantalize a friend ; 
They'll ridicule your labours to your face. 
Though ſuch there are, 
Who damn becauſe—they dare ! 
Let not their little malice ſhake a nerve, 
Smile from on high look down—improve your meed, 
Till nature's jealous of the glowing deed; 
| Then 


+ * * 
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Then ſhew mankind what Hate will not obſerve.— 
Think not my dogmas inſolent or rough, 


And learn to know when you have done—tx 0vGH | 


Copy not Romney's mad - affected ſtyle, 

Which makes the Judgment ſtare ; 
That man's ſo fond of angles falſe and vile, 

He'd make a circle—ſquare ! 
His markings, as he calls them, are but flaws, 
Which Genius ſcoffs, and Elegance abhors. 
Though pliant HavLey lauds him in the landß 
Touching a theme he does not underſtand:— 
You'll ſay, and faith your argument is clear, 
Roux EV de/igns a ſcore of Lords a year. 


The POINT of ASTONISHMENT, 


. 


WHEN a Bigot affirm'd that Sainr Denis, o'er land, 
Had walk'd twenty ſteps —with his head in his hand: 


Ma foi, cried a Lady, with ſcorn in her eyes, 
What a marvellous ſight to haye ſeen ; 


Though believe me *twould never have moy'd my ſurprize, 


That the Martyr could journey nineteen. 
Ah no! rejoin'd tother, that's odd, I confeſs, 
I'm fo curious to hear you, I'm ready to burlt ; 


Thus 


. 


\ | | 
fx & T +. 
Thus the Dame—then my thoughts I'll not leave you te 


gueſs, 2 * 
I am only amaz'd he could compaſs—the fig. 
CORREGGIO CANDID. 
Barn, 178g. 
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GETIER A. 
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Hon Ack Px ERV, Eſq; to Boy CLAssic, 
at Oxford. 


Tus BEAUTIES or BATH. 


So to raiſe up the head of poor half-martyr'd Hymen, 

My aſſociate RonexT will dare Habit's crimen ; 

In God's name be it ſo—now to ſtrengthen your wiſhes, 

I will give to your ſenſe ſome of Nature's beſt diſhes ; | 

Reſiſtleſs morceaus—for ſhe toils to preſerve 'm, 

And ſends Wit to dreſs 'em, for ſuch—as deſerve 'em. 
Why a man may not wed, there are few who can tell him, 

Why he may, there are millions who pant to impel him, 


&« Two happy days in marriage are allow'd, 

A Wife in wedding ſheets, and in—her ſhroud ; 

Then why ſhould ſuch a ſtate be call'd accurſt, | \ 
Since the laſt day's as happy as the firſt,” 


A CE. 


WE 


Wy 


A CELESTIAL BILL OF FARE 


MISS W. „„ IN. 


LIKE a rich piece of tapeſtry, once in requeſt, _ 

But now out of date, though *twas wove of the beſt? 

The dignified WW . 0 enn, half faded, comes for' ard, 

Diſrob'd of thoſe whims, which her youth luckleſs borrow'd: 

Her gift of all gifts yet ungiven is muſty, 

Her curvettings are harmleſs, her chains are grown ruſty; 

That bauble which rip'd, when in Faſhion's beam baſking, 

Though once madly priz'd, you may now have for aſking ; 

Ere Time's duſky pencil had ſullied her beauties, 

Her vanity ſhook e'en Morality's duties: 

When ſhe put on her ſtays and her rouge in the morning, 

She conſulted her glaſs—for new methods of ſcorning ! 

Her aim was to mortify recreant man, 

By her lip—or her eye—or her tongue—or her fan— 

Cock'd her noſe at the fruit when to eat they'd implore 

| her: 

But no one, ah ! me, put their fruit now before her 

She pouts—ſhe decries—ſhe is famiſh'd *mid plenty, 

And has now not one captive, who once could boaſt 
twenty; 

Paints - patches jerks - ogles — looks pretty, and ſighs, 

Til the wounds of Diſdain draw— the tears from her eyes; 

17 Then 


— 


* 
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Then her diurnal roſes are waſh'd by the ſhower, 


And Nature looks pallid, where—Art made a flower— 
For the pangs of the mind tint the cheeks of the proud, 


As fields take their hue from the ſtate of the cloud— 
Like the ſapient Hebrew, who call'd Pleaſure vain, 
She now treats with ſcorn what ſhe—cannot obtain 
And toothleſs, like him, is compell'd to ſhun ill, 
And philoſophize wiſely — in ſpite of her will. 


MISS CE. 


INIMITABLE maid —ſo pure —ſo bright 
- Who glads the ample orb of public ſight : 
Ah! quit thy honour'd enviable receſs ; 
Whether on Vegetation's richeſt flowers 
Thou ſleep'ſt, or hid in amaranthine bowers ; 
Or in the mazes of the deſart ſtray, 
To ſhun the zenith of the ſultry day: 
Thy mother Nepthe's high deſigns fulfil, 
Expe ctant youth awaits thy gentle will, 
And trembling waits o bleſs : 
J hail thee not to mingle with a crew 
Of rude licentious ſlaves, who pain create, 
Who ſhame their being—who abaſe their ſtate, 
And Paſſion's ſoft ſuggeſtions never knew 
I'll lead you to an eleyated throne, 
So high—ſo rare—it was deſign'd your own : — 
Untouch'd yet by the ſandals of Diſdain, 


e 

Its baſe — its ſteps— its glory- giving ſen 

Will kiſs your ſnowy well - proportion'd feet: 
Their Merit fighs—ſhall Merit ſigh in vain ? 


His charms are ſmote by ill-requited vows, 
A wreath of cypreſs circumvolves his brows— 


By all the Graces of thy peerleſs mien, 
By all thoſe raptures you upraiſe when ſeen, 
By all the witeheries of thy ſapphire eyes, 
By chat complacence which the wiſeſt prize, 
I invocate your mercy for a youth, | 
From Glory iſſued, and inform'd by Truth — 
Such ſwains are ſeldom found ! 
I give the plaint to Echo for your ear, 
No common minion ſhall the mandate bear ; 
That airy nymph, Narciſſus taught to know 
The keen ſenſations of all-mouldring woe : 
She, pitying him, will dulcify the ſound, 


MISS B“. 


AUGUST, yet meek ; ſaperior, but not vain ; 
Extatic B*#**y joins the envied train. 
To live beneath the radiance of her eye, 
The haughty ſupplicate the gallant ſigh ; 
The milder Graces prompt her blameleſs deed, 
She claims our honour, and receives the meed. 
As o'er the haunts of Innocency ſpread 
The dulcet woodbine to illume her ſhed ; 


Thus 


1 
Thus ſteals the ſmile upon her coral lip, 
Where Nation's Lords might honey'd eſſence ſip; 
Giving what Agony denies to Sin, 
External ſweetneſs to the good within : 
Deep in the bright receſſes of her breaſt, 
The fear of Gov rules Faſhion's gay beheſt ; 
For her the miniſtry of Peace prevail, 
And ſmooth the points of the Æolian gale : 
For her the Seaſons in obedience riſe, 
For her the Thunders ſleep amid the ſkies. 
Like Britain's CHarLoTTE, who ſublimes command, 
And breathes twixt Vengeance and a guilty land, 
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THE MISS J***g', 


LIKE thoſe filver-plum'd doves which through air's 
buoyant ſpaces, 
Bore Venus from Heaven to viſit the Graces ; 
This elegant twain with benignity move, 
Who dignify Nature, and conſecrate Love. 
With ſweet Affections genial impulſe fraught, 
Their gliſt'ning eyes are placid as their thought. 


When they mix in the ſerpentine dance, 
E'en Arrogance ſhrinks as they come; 

Competition goads Fear to advanee, 
And Envy's pert tittups are dumb. 


A true ſenſe of ſaperior worth, 
. Withholds them from aims to be proud ; 


Ses 
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See they look, ſo ſupreme is their birth, 
Like Immortals in Life's buſy crowd. 


THE MISS M= EKS. 


NOT that calm redd'ning ſplendour ſo joyful or 
ſweet is, 8 | 

When Phebus firſt mounts from the lap of his Thetis, 

(And laughingly iſſues his heart-cheering ray, 

To baniſh blithe ſylphs from the regions of day, 

And extirpate the dew where the fold found repoſe, 

And abſorb the big tear from the grief-oppreſs'd roſe ;) 

Or ſo lovelily gay, or ſo charg'd with delight, 

As when the msek M***xs burſt array d on the fight : 

To think of ſuch nymphs—and to think ſuch nymphs 
kind, 

Is ſuggeſting a bliſs that's too vaſt for the mind. 


THE MISS W . ES. 


WITH Paphian twiſtings—with well-marſhall'd ſighs 
With glittering trophies—with love-ſwimming eyes 
With gauze faſhion'd bulwarks ſwelPd wide to affail— 
With rich gaudy ribbands enforc'd by the gale : 

As Favonius moves the leaf*d twigs of the willow— 
As Motion upheaves the perturbed ſalt billow— 
With felicious blandiſhments — paſſionate aims— 


The blythe varied W 9 s for glee urge their claims: 
No 


. * 
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No blunders intoferant ſickly their movements — 
When they imitate Faſhion, their toils are improvements: 
Deep ſkill'd in the ſcience of delicate duties — 
They are all pretty women—though none are true beauties, 
The eye of Miss Jaxe whiſpers Love me, I pray, 
And you'll find me a circling—ſweet gal ; 
But the dimond of Svsan in darting its ray, 
All conſcious fays—d—me, you ſhall ! 
Say who for ſuch frames would not Liberty barter ? 
Say who'd be · ſuſpicious of catching a tartar ? 


* 
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LO —faultleſs ELIzA ! perſuaſive and mild — 

She's Propriety's handmaid, and Beauty's own child! 
Though by witcheries arm'd, and created to pleaſe, 
Her trembling accompliſhments blaze by degrees; 
And Intreaty's moſt poliſh*d addrefs muſt be ſung, 
Ere the Sciences ſteal from her mind to her tongue. 
Thus the night-chill/d, bent, ſhrunk, modeſt tulip requires 
Extramundane ſupport from a God's vivid fires, 

| Imploring hot beams from Day's luminous Ruler, 
While the faint reeking herds couch in ſhades for a cooler 
Thoſe tears which roll down at the moans of Diſtreſs, 
Like Heaven's own balm drop to ſtrengthen and bleſs ; 

| Thoſe ſmiles never lift up her virginal check, 

But to glad timid Worth, and embolden the meek : 


Such 


( i hi. 

Buch mellifluous tones from her minſtrelſy flow, 
| They arreſt and ſubdue intellectual Woe! _ '4Y 
E'en to govern the ſpheres radiant Fate would implore 1 

her, \ 
Had not Orpheus been wrapt in Empyrean before her— 
Should Affliction's keen barb gore her ſoul's ſubtle rind, 
May the potent Nepenthe bring Peace to her mind. 
Could I, like Tibullus, my anguiſh rehearſe, 
Irreſiſtible magic ſhould freight every verſe. 
Ah! come, my ELI:z A! be happy—be wiſe— 

Ere Time blunt thoſe arrows, which Love gave your eyes 
Let the minions of Hope to young Rapture conſign you, 
Till the high floods of Joy meliorate and refine you. 


MISS FULLER. 


KIND Jove in our diſh a ſweet inmate has flung us, 
The pride of Ierne—Axne FurLII—5s among us— 
Had I own'd my heart's laws I had ſurely carefs'd her, 
But Decency frown'd, ſo I ſtary'd and addreſs'd her. 


VERSES TO THE WITTY AND BEAUTIFUL 


MISS ANNE FULLE R. 


% 


REFULGENT nymph ! by every Grace careſi'd, 
By Truth uplifted and by Faith impreſs'd ; 
Mature the toil you nobly have began, 
And chain the properties of ſavage man: c 
F Phœbus 
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: Phcebus ſhall regulate your dulcet lays, | 
And bind your virgin temples with his deathleſs bays. 


When Judgment bade you ſandlify the page, 
To brace the morals of a ſullied age, 
. Your, vivid ſenſe imbib'd the facred fire, 
And hear aly Harmony array d your lyre: 
The Muſes led you to their ſilver ſpring, | 
And blanch'd your florid fancy ere you aim'd to ſing, 


Had TI omnipotence within my power, 

I'd ſheathe with poignant bliſs each haſt*ning hour; 

Then gaunt Calamity ſhould ne“ er controul 

The energetic movements of your ſoul ; 

Nor Winter's icy dart, nor Summer's flame, 
Abridge the faſcination of your peerleſs frame. 


When youth ſhafl fabricate the fraudful vow, 
When Care ſhall menace with his iron brow, 

When Nature's ills thy quiet ſhall afſail— 
May all the arrows of their miſſion fail 

To wound your attributes, for good deſign'd, 

Or drive the wing'd halcyon from your placid mind. 
May all your ſteps elude the haunts of Strife, 
May Peace dire& you down the ſtream of life ! 

Never ſhall Obloquy your manſion ſeek, 

Or Anguiſh blight the roſes on your cheek ; 
Nor vagrant Zephyr inſolent misfpread 
The hazel-curling treſſes of thy envied head ! - : 
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May generous Sympathy each woe deſtroy, 

And bear you trembling to the heights of joy; 

Quicken the burthen of each life-fraught vein, 

But ſtop the impulle ere it reaches pain ! 

While Honour conſecrates thy ſpotleſs name, 
And breathes your ample merits in the ear of Fame. 


HORACE PEERY, 
Yorxx Horzr, Barn, 1789. 


POS T8.0R 1 P T. 
As Beauties departed deſerve our regard, 
As well as thoſe breathing we cheriſh ; 


I've inclos'd you ſome lines by a Bar nurtur'd bard 
"Tis piteous ſuch Greatneſs ſhould periſh. 
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ELEGIACK VERSES 
ON nE DEATH OF THE LATE 


MARCHIONESS OF LANDSDOWN. 


INMATE of Horror, relative of Sin, 
Tremendous, gaunt, repulſive and accurſt ; 
Whoſe ebon rod awakens Miſery's din, 
Who craves Oblivion's draughts to fate thy thirſt: 
Say why thus limitleſs you prowl behind, 
To nnn hope of human kind! : 
-» > Wy 
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Are we thus ſubject to engendering ill ? 
Is all the future given to thy will? 
Shall each ſucceeding hour be charg d with woe, 
And men feel bleſt but as they do not know ? 
- Ah! cruel Deſpot, thou haſt broke the ſpring 
Of poliſh'd life, and ſhorn the ſocial wing. 
Thus Salem's fane by Ruin was deſpoil'd, 
Thus Fury ſmote the lilly in the wild: 
Thus dark'ning vapours ſully Nature's day, 
And ſteal from Rapture's ſight the vital ray. 
Thus from the harbinger of Beauty's bane 
Shrinks Vegetation through her gay domain, 
When Autumn's boiſt'rous, nipping miniſtry 
Blight the firſt leaf, and wound the trembling tree. 
On whom that envied wreath ſhall we beſtow, 
Which Merit braided for her filver brow ? 
Who will-preſume to gird that magic Zone, 
Which ſhe was wont to wear; 
When in the radiant circles of the 1 
Oxinpa ſupereminently ſhone? F | 
Her Charms call'd gladneſs in the gazer's eye, 
Her Wit o'eraw'd the arrogance of fools: _ 
She gave to Grief a ſympathetic ſigh, —_ | 
And all her deeds will live as moral rules. 
Her honied Eloquence enchain'd the peeviſh throng, 
| Who fled their waſpiſh feuds to liſten to her ſong. 
Her life renew'd th' eſtabliſhment of God, 
Her act was even nobler than her blood: | 
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The icy barb of Death was ſheath'd by Peace, 
Her reſignation made his victories ceaſe. 
Lovely in Innocence, by Peace upborne, 
She ſparkled even in the blaze of day: 
| Freſh as a dew-drop on the armed thorn, 
Bright as the diamond's impreſſive ray: 
But all her purity could not avail, 
Or add one moment to her mortal dream, 
Who can refiſt when deſtinies affail ? 
That awful Cauſe to whom all good is given, 
Deputing from on high a choſen beam, 
Exhal'd the Gem to HEAVEx. 


4 
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: LETTER XIII. 


ALIck BLowzy, to MARGERY CockNEv, 
at BAT H. 


Unaffected Congratulation Royal Perſonages Common Com- 
plaints— Terrors of Sea-Bathing—RoGER diſcarded. 


Ex EGS, my ſweet Manor, you can't think how I 
love you, | wh 

Much better than thoſe who may ſay they're above you ; \ 
You're ſuch a good creter—your letters came duly, 
For which pray accept my acknowledgments truly: 
To prove that I bid not old cronies go whiſtle, 

| You ſee, my dear Mavoe, I have ſent you this piſtle: . 
Oh! Marc, what d'ye think ?—as I hope to be married, 
Though here but three weeks and two days we have tarried, 
T have ſeen both the Kix, and the Qu Eu, and Pxix- 

CESSES, 

As they walk d on the Slade in their new morning dreſſes : 
They none-on had crowns MapGe—for all their great riches, 
The Queen wore a cloak, and the King ſattin breeches. 
As the people got round. un, and Bleſs dun, and hallow'd, 
A deſperate fight of outlandiſh things follow'd ; 
To tell what they were -I perteft I want words, 
I believe they were men, but ſome folks call d. um Lords 


This 
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This place is too hard, and I'd not been allur'd to it, 
But they aid *rwould be nothing when I got manur'd to it; 
I'd go out with a friend for to drink ſome warm toddy, 
But my Miſit yon know 's ſuch a queer fort of body, 
And ] dare not do nothing ſhe'd wiſh me not do, 

For who knows what ſhe'll leave me—ſhe's rich as a Jew. 
You have a' not got ary green ſarcenet, Bade you ? 

If you have, ſend a bit of the ſame Madam gave you 

I likes this place wafly—the rooms are ſo hairy, 
We've a helegant hall and a belegant dairy. 

As to uncle Ben's Will, I've conſulted a lawyer 

A comely fine perſon, his name's RATIXE Sawyer ; 
The man 's quite a pider —he 's caſh at command, 

And has promis'd to take my affairs in his hand. 
Madam's Nephew 's been here - with his gig and two bays, 
I ne'er ſaw a more finer young youth in my days !— 

My Miffis, in one of her ill-nater d fits, 

Said the people of Wer movTH half live by their wits : 
Do you know I'm fo curious I ne'er ſhall be quiet, 

Until I've diſcover'd this odd ſort of diet; 

For though bout ſuch wwiztals ſhe made ſuch a pother, 

It's I'm ſure what I never could get from my mother. 


We have been in the ſea— declare it is true, 
1 wore a red ſhift, but old Madam's was blue : 
When we got to the beach, there was nothing could ſuit her, 


Till Sir Ezoxy LeaTHernE Ap came to ſalute her 
* A ſurly 
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A ſurly old put, who ne'er gives any wails, 

His hair all hung down on each ſide like rat's tails: 

I perceive, ſaid my Lady, though you'd wiſh to blind it, 
You have been in this morning, pray how did you find it? 
*T'was too deep, faid the Knight, for me fafely to ſtrike, 
And *twas rough on the ſurface, but that's what I like, 
Now a feller came to her, and offer'd to whip 

Her quite down to the place where the Ladies all ſtrip: 
But as hi x'd but odd, and the man wasn't clean, 
She thought it much ſafer to uſe a machine. 


What a fuſs about Rocxx your letters all bring, 
My favourite Rogzx—it 's no ſuch a thing: 
If he goes for to ſay that he kiſs'd me now, Max RRV, 
You may tell · un it's falſe—be aſſur'd it's a parjury. 


% 


ALICE BLOWZY, 


WermovTH, 1789. 


LETTER 
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LETTER XIV. 


Horacz Pztxy, Eſq; to Bon CLAsstc, 


at Oxford, 
* * 
A Detenpuon of the Ball for the Maſter of the Qghentonies, 
and the Company. At” 


ALI hail happy Barn and its wonderful Waters 
That to Gop's viſitations would never give quarters; 
See Malady ſhrinks—who rode poſt to infect us, 

As the Demon retires when RaxpoLens correct us. 


It is ſaid that when HocazTH, who ſported with Nature, 
Drew the outrẽd contour of a prominent feature, 
The curious not long o'er the portraiture hoverꝰd 
Be it noſe, chin, or eyebrow, the end was diſcover d: 
Though the points of the fool were but partially ſhewn, 
His intent was embrac'd, and the dolt was well known. 


*Mid the following yahoos I bring 'fore the eye, 
There is much that's myſterious, and much to deſcry: 
Whom I mean or do not, the obſeryant muſt gueſs, — 
Do you find the wearer, and I'll find the dreſs. 


4 


T have 


"I. * * N 
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J have been to Kixc's ball, and the Lowra-Roons 

| ſeem' d | 

An enchantment in either where meteors gleam'd : 

The ſtar with ſtar mingled, and ray mix'd with ray, 

Tilt Beauty made night more reſplendent than day. 

As the Graces curvetted I ſtood in furprize, | 

I doubt which were brighteſt—heir jewels or eyes. 


All the Focxvus are here, and came dreſt to the ball, 
Stu PU Labr Bosxy— Miss CuaxLorrRGLand all :; 
You muſt know that they value themſelwes on their blood, 
For the Focxuus have triumph'd ſince Dax Noan's flood, 


Miſs Rosa Raxpan was involy'd with the reſt, 


Whoſe o'er-righteous movements make caution a jeſt ; 


She conjures up IIls, though ſhe breathes but to fear em, 
And ſces Improprieties fore ſhe comes near em; 

Too ſtudious anticipates moral offence, 

And is held from all joy by refinement of fenſe: 

Her immaculate toils to be gay and polite, 7 

Are like ſuburb civilities—awkward, but right: 

When I paid thefe dewoairs which were legally due, 

She trembling rephed—with her body afſkew ; 

Aud bluſh'd, like CARLISLE, Caught in Ribaldry's net, 
Or Lavy BumLancns when ſhe buys—a bidet ; 

Her auſtere education is ſurcly diſtreſſing, 

Which ſtands, like a cork, twixt her wiſh and the bleſſing. 


The 
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The big Widow HaurGovr, who's nick-nam'd Cr 
pillion, 
Would preſent her huge front to make up a cotillion: 
As I ſaw the Dame flounder, and ſtruggle, and blow, 
The weight of her frame ſhook the walls to and fro; 
With a kerchief—Necellity ſent as a boon, 
She mopp d the rank floods from her blazing full moon. 


We'd mundungus Sar PHo-a limb of flirtation, 
Who rides on a fiddleftick through the creation; 
Who ſmears with lame couplets Italian walls; 
And, like the foul ſnail, leaves her filth where ſhe crawls; 
Who makes a dead ſage hallow perſonal malice, 
As of old hell-born Prieſts bore the bane on the chalice; 
Who mumbles her fweetmeat and growls for the crumbs, 
Though what holds the zeſt cleaves around her worn gums. 
Put ſhall apathis'd Prudence moan females are frail ? 
When the ſerpent of knowledge was moy'd by—its tail! 


There was Cual s the attradive— that ſon of good- 
humour, 


With his purple proleſcis, and mouth full of rumour; 
The wiſe greet his jelt as kine ſolace in clover, 
For the wit from lis mind like a fountain runs over; 
And ſome in broad day run with Rapture to fetch it, 
While others employ Recollection to catch it: 
When Care to this paragon ſends a hard cruſt, 

To maſticate as mortals mutt ; 

To ſhun the woe which follows it, 
He ſoaks it in wine, and ſwallows it. 


A COLLOQUY 
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4 COLLOGUTY in th ROOMS. 


THUS Folly all woe-begone waiFd to Contempt :— 
& SKIRTMINUS my fov'reignty troubles ; 
But no one, they fay, is from ſorrow exempt, 
And that all temp'ral joys are but bubbles. 


« He affects to call vu/gar what Patras calls wiſe, 
And the points of his fury diſſembles: 
Fe proves that the dogmas of Prudence are lies, 
He dares to talk loud while he trembles. 


The biped 's too baſe to be eaſy diſgrac'd, 
And too dull for the impulſe of paſſion ; 
For he's long been a fi/fula, Ridicule plac'd 

In the peſtilent ana of Faſhion.* 


Thus Contempt in reply: I'll nurfe him and his brood; , 
Our int'reſts, you know, muſt not ſever : 

« Be you doubly zealqus to furniſh me food, 
And I'll take the Fopling—for ever!“ 


Yorx Horz, 1789. . HORACE PEER T. 


F. S. If you imagine Var got his pence 
| By talking ſenſe, 
Like Frxtar Bacon, 
You are much miſtaken. 
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The ATTorNtey and the PunLican. 
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Thus Bino was aſſail'd by Lawyer PiLTLAx, 

{ They both had property in the ſame village: 

The former kept an auberge call'd the Bear, 

The latter's practice oft made Patience ſwear :} 

« B1Bo, by various arts men gather riches ; 

© While I ſpoil ſheepſkins Nature ſent for breeches, 

* You are indebted for your wealth to ſota, 

« And get a livelihood by—filling pots.” 
Then Bino thus replied, 

With civil inſolence and vulgar pride: 

Though I believe you learned in the laws, 

For once friend PII LAG you've miſtook the cauſe 7 

* Had I done ſo, I'd ne'er been worth a ſhilling, 

I got my thouſands man by—never filling. 


— 


POETICK 


„ 1 
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POETICK ADMONITION. 
T 0 

DocroR LONG or BATH, 

T3. greateſt Cixorobis r in the Univerſe. 


FAIRE SA CHARGE AVEC DIGNITE 
NOUS SERIONS JUSTE, 


bed 


I. 
Lorn as J am to praiſe the crowd, 


I muſt do merit honour; 
And praiſe deſervedly beſtow'd, 
Brings credit to the donor. 


11. 


— 


Whether from Leyden's learned ſpot, 

Or Salamanca's vale, X 
Or Edinburgh's tremendous knot, | 
Great Doctor Loxe—all hail ! | 


III. 


Shall ſuch a ſage as Heav'n made you, 
Become a ſapient prig !— 

Throw by that ſcratch, I prithee do, 
And wear a larger wig. - 


IV. 


- 


a 


("WF 3 
IV. 
Bout ſpeQacles, cravats, and canes, 
Moſt Galens make a fuſs ; 
Without em could they ſqueeze the brains, 
Of ſpeaacles—like us! 


| V. 

Such petite arts, ſuch fearberies, 
Make many a blockhead paſs— 

As wiſe enough to fteal a fee, 
Whom nature meant—aa als ! 


VI. 
I pray be careful of your pence, 
Thou wondrous man of men: 
For ſuch a Biped with ſuch ſenſe 
We ne'er ſhall ſee again. 
VII. 
Deem not this well-meant zeal unkind — 
Contempt purſues each elf! 
And when old Time has marr'd your mind, 
| She'll take you to herſelf! 
; VIII. 
Be like a beev garcon, quite clean, 
To eaſe the pangs of Beauty: 
And mark your inſtrument is keen, 


To execute your duty. 
I. 


When modiſh Huſbands call on thee, 
To extirpate their corus; 

I charge you make no ſimile 
Analagous to—horns. 


— — 9 4. 
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Whene' er you prune a = toe, 
Who lives by fraud and trick ; 
I hoperyou'!l goad the ſocial foe, 
And cut him—to the quick. 
XI. 
When lofty Prudes demand thy flall, 
Obſerve each virgin's eye : 


Be cautious how you meet their will, 
Nor lift the leg—too high. 


3 
When Avarice claims thy regard, 
To ſooth his pedal ſmart 3% ” 
Though you ſhould note his feet are hard, 
Say nothing bout — his heart. 


8 XIII. 
The Sick, the Sound, the Short, the Tall, 
Contribute to thy ſchemes : 
Here the Great Vulgar and the Small . 
Are fond of the extremes. 


1 CV g 
Chiefs ſhall 3 thy form to gaze, 
In thee all have affian 


Gop ſaid, —Let Lo Nh Phabus blaze 
O'er all the fields of ſcience. = 


* 


Ba TH, July 8th, 1789. & r. 


